


One Oblivious Tease

by Crazycatlady89



Category: Avatar: Last Airbender
Genre: Romance
Language: English
Characters: Azula, Ty Lee
Pairings: Azula/Ty Lee
Status: Completed
Published: 2016-04-08 22:56:28
Updated: 2016-04-26 18:33:03
Packaged: 2016-04-27 21:38:26
Rating: M
Chapters: 2
Words: 4,946
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Azula's jealousy over Ty Lee's social skills knows no limits. Neither does her affection for the beautiful contortionist. What happens when Azula decides to take out her frustration on the poor girl? Rated M for lemons. Azula/Ty Lee.





	1. The Nature of Jealousy

Azula has a lifetime of practice in keeping her face absolutely neutral.

Occasionally she cannot hold back a smirk or a glare but she has always tried her best to be in complete control of her outwards appearance. When Azula tries her best nobody can deny that she is nearly always perfect.

Trying is for commoners.

Azula is perfect. In rage. In insanity. In beauty and in poise.

So how is it that nobody on this agni forsaken beach is talking to her?

They are all talking to _her._

Stupid gorgeous Ty Lee. With her oblivious charm and her good looks; those legs that never end and that body that just moves in all the right ways.

Azula wouldn't say she is jealous. She doesn't believe that is a feeling she is even capable of experiencing.

Forcing her way to Ty Lee she brings forth her most charming self and the suckers talking to Ty Lee cave in and invite them all to their house party. Even Zuko.

Not that Azula really wants to go she just really wants to prove that she could get invited if she wanted.

When the guys turn to leave they seem slightly intimidated. Azula is unphased, being intimidated of her is wise.

So how is it that Ty Lee is not?

The shorter girl, her bikini slightly sun faded and her skin much too tanned hugs Azula. The princess goes rigid, she has never felt quite this amount of skin pressed against her, at least not such perfect skin.

"Thanks for sealing the deal" Ty Lee whispers. She does not break the hug so Azula must before it draws attention.

Zuzu and Mai look like vegans in a slaughterhouse. Desperate not to come into contact with anything around them. Ty Lee pouts as she looks at them.

"C'mon" She says and drags Azula back to the house "Let's find something to wear tonight."

Azula already knows what she will wear, she packed exactly one set of nice looking clothes and she is not planning on wearing her armor or her bikini. Even if they both look amazing on her.

Ty Lee must be aware because she leads Azula into her own room placing the princess on the edge of her bed.

She pulls open her suitcase taking a small bundle from it with a mischievous smirk, Azula watches her in quiet fascination, they have played this game before.

Ty Lee turns to face Azula and their eyes lock.

She begins removing her top, Azula finds it hard to keep her gaze on Ty Lee's eyes now she can see perky breasts with small pink nipples out of her peripheral vision.

She lowers her gaze as Ty Lee removes the bottom part.

They played this game before. Ty Lee always liked showing off.

Once her bottoms are off she slips on a skirt and a halterneck top that stops just in time to show off her delicately toned stomach.

Azula's mouth feels dry as a bone.

"What do you think Azula? Pretty great isn't it?" Ty Lee asks her cheerfully, eyes dazzling.

If things go as usual, Azula will make a sardonic comment about her wearing nothing but pink, or how unbecoming it looks.

But she does not.

Azula stands up.

She let her own bikini fall, first the top then the bottoms. Now it is Ty Lee's turn to stare, this has never happened before.

Ty Lee does not play games like Azula does, her eyes roam over smooth porcelain skin until they lock with glowing amber once more.

Azula crawls backwards onto the bed. Ty Lee follows her in silence letting her nice clothes fall to the ground. Who knew it was this easy to shut her up?

"Straddle me" Azula commands and Ty Lee complies instantly. Shadow of a doubt lingering in her eyes.

When her sex touches down on Azula's stomach the princess smirks, delighted that Ty Lee is already wet from putting on her little show.

Azula lets her hand trail up and down the contortionists body. Her sharp nails draw an inch of pain but a mile of pleasure.

She draws lower, enjoying the uncertainty and obedience she feels in Ty Lee. They do not kiss and Ty Lee makes no effort to touch her back.

When Azula's fingers trace through wet folds Ty Lee takes a sharp breath. She is teasing, sliding through moisture but deftly avoiding the narrow ridge in the middle.

Azula enters her without permission. Amber eyes demanding subservience, brown ones glazed with desire give in immediately; their owner panting slightly at the unprecedented intrusion.

Azule whispers "Ride me" and Ty Lee begins rolling her hips, fucking herself on Azula's fingers without restraint.

The princess presses her palm against Ty Lee's clit and eliciting a loud moan, her inner walls trembling around Azula's fingers.

She shudders occasionally when their motions fail to match and Azula's nails catch on the sponge tissue of her front wall, but Ty Lee is too far gone to make sense of the emotion. She already feels pain from Azula's left hand crushing her thigh in a desperate grip.

Ty Lee always knew that getting what she wants from the princess would be one part pleasure and two parts pain. She thinks it a worthy trade.

When her motions become too erratic to control Azula knows the other girl is about to come, but she will not relinquish control "Look at me" she demands and Ty Lee's eyes instantly snap to hers. Azula begins curling her fingers, her left hand moving up to draw harder circles than her palm ever could.

"Come for me."

Ty Lee knows it is a demand and not a request, she lets herself go. Pouring her unconflicted, pure emotions into the other girls eyes and the rocking of her hips.

When she comes she moans the princess' name and clamps down on her fingers.

She wants so badly to close her eyes and enjoy it, but she worries.

Ty Lee does not know if this is her only chance to ever see Azula's face as she makes her come, so she drinks it in, the wetness of her orgasm drenching Azula's abdomen.

When it is over she shudders at the intensity. She does not think it is okay to collapse ontop of Azula so she holds strong, her legs trained to flex and bend in impossible angles feel weak and jittery beneath her.

Azula pulls out her fingers and for the first time Ty Lee feels the burning sensation from where the princess scratched her internally, it is mildly unpleasant but not more so than that.

The hand of the princess traces a line through the wetness on her own stomach. Smirking but not kindly so.

"How quiet my little show pony has become" she taunts.

Ty Lee blushes, she does not like the nickname but she knows it is a true one "I didn't know…" She looks down "If it was okay to touch you back."

Azula lifts her soiled fingers to Ty Lee's mouth "You can touch me while you clean me."

Ty Lee cannot help but feel a sting of humiliation and desire at the thought.

She licks Azula's fingers with sloppy languid motions. In one fluid motion she lowers herself Azula's stomach and begins licking at the slick skin.

Azula's eyes darken and she spreads her legs "I think some might have escaped."

The contortionist grins lazily and licks lower, ever lower. Her eyes always seeking Azula's.

At some point her own taste stops and Azula's begin. Her clit is hard and swollen and a small pool of wetness has gathered on the sheets below her.

Ty Lee whimpers slightly at the idea that she must have caused it.

Her tongue slowly licks from the source of the wetness and up over the hard ridge of her clit.

Azula cannot hold back a sharp gasp, her hand digging into Ty Lee's hair to hold her just where she wants her. The princess does not play games with her orgasms.

Ever obedient Ty Lee begins sucking her, lips puckering to stimulate the swollen bud on every side, tongue lashing at the very tip. Azula pulls her closer and she abandons any form or technique in favor of a steady rhythm of hard licks from the softer tip to the raspier back of her tongue.

Azula finally allow herself to moan and Ty Lee digs deep not to smile too much into her sex or break the intense labor of bringing her princess to orgasm.

"Put your fingers in me. Fuck me harder" Azula is finally starting to completely unravel, stirring a deep sense of need in Ty Lee to see her. To feel her come undone into her mouth and around her fingers; they enter with ease. She adds one more, first to fill then to stretch the innermost place. She wonders if all fire nation girls feel this hot inside.

Ty Lee pumps; curls and pushes as deep as she can until she feels the wall buckle around her.

Azula is dead silent in her orgasm, her back arching slightly and one deep throated moan exiting with her release. Ty Lee feels a wave of wetness around her fingers but she does not relent, fucking every last drop out of her princess until she lies nearly motionless, her breath hitching on every exhale.

Ty Lee withdraws, licking her fingers.

She does not know what is okay to do now so she lies next to Azula at a reasonable distance. Not so far it seems like rejection but far enough to not provoke any ire. For once in her life Ty Lee knows to be careful. Azula was acting on impulse before, who knows what she can do now?

Ty Lee isn't scared of violence it is rejection that scares her. Rejection or indifference.

All her frail hopes come tumbling down once she see's her best friend get out of bed and walk to where she threw her bikini.

"I'm getting Mai and Zuko so we can warm up."

The fire nation princess doesn't look at her when she exits through the bamboo door.

Ty Lee does her best to strangle the feeling of abandonment and humiliation. It burns like acid in her throat and threatens with utmost urgency to drill its way out of her tear canals. She draws deep shuddering breaths. Wondering if it was a mistake not to capture Azula's lips while she could. It would have felt more intimate than this taste stuck in her mouth tangy and salty and in a way all too right.

Their warm up is a dour experience. Mai keeps looking from Azula to Ty Lee but her distaste for causing scenes and generally from getting involved in anything complicated or bothersome restrains her sarcasm. Zuko seems distant and brooding like usual and thus has not noticed anything amiss.

The foursome quickly abandoned any idea of a pre party warm up, desperate as they were to get out of each others company.

After a quick wardrobe change they set off towards the party. Passing the necessary wait by expertly avoiding each other.

Once the guests began arriving Azula find herself in the same predicament that caused her to claim Ty Lee in the first place. The contortionist has half the male population of the room crowding her, eager to please her every need in hope she will return the favor and please some of theirs.

Azula does not get jealous.

Even if she did, she would be jealous of Ty Lee, not of the crowds courting her.

That is how she wanted to feel, so that is how she would feel.

Wasn't it Ty Lee who agreed that these people should be worshipping her? Where the fuck was she then when Azula needed a little worshipping.

The princess couldn't help but smirk a little when she thought about Ty Lee riding her fingers. These poor fools didn't know that all you needed with the little slut was a firm hand.

As soon as the thought manifested it brought a sour taste to her mouth.

There hadn't been any blood but Azula was pretty sure Ty Lee had been a virgin. Her hymen long gone from physical exertion and well, self experimentation probably.

Either way. It hadn't exactly been hard.

Azula sighed and buried her face in her hand. It wasn't as if Ty Lee had much of a choice, but here she could have anyone she wanted. So why didn't she?

The sound of 5 consecutive grunts brought Azula's attention back to Ty Lee. The girl had decided to get rid of her suitors in a more hands on way once she realized that words wasn't enough to dissuade them.

The contortionist skipped over them and went to join her best friend at the pillar she was pressed against.

"Oh I'm glad you're here, those boys just won't leave me alone. I guess they all just like me too much." She said, subconsciously trying to provoke the princess a little.

"C'mon Ty Lee you can't be this ignorant."

Ty Lee frowned "What do you mean?"

"They all just like you because you make it so easy for them you're not a challenge you're a tease. It's not like they actually care who you are."

As soon as the words left her mouth Ty Lee burst into shameful tears, she couldn't help it anymore. did Azula think she was that easy? Didn't she care at all about her even after…

"I'm sorry I wasn't more of a challenge to you" Even as she was sobbing Ty Lee managed to convey some of her anger towards her best friend.

Fuck Azula you have really done it this time. Her stomach twisted at the cruelty of her own words and the pure hurt in Ty Lee's voice. "Okay. Okay calm down" She surprised both of them by grabbing Ty Lee's hands in her own "Look… Maybe I just said it because I was a little jealous."

It hurt to admit but as she said it Azula knew it was true.

"What? Jealous of me? But… You're the most beautiful, smartest person in the world" Ty Lee blurted out. She turned her head to hide her blush.

Azula smirked "Well you are right about all those things… But that wasn't what I meant" she brushed a stray strand of hair away from Ty Lee's face, turning her face towards herself.

"I meant I was jealous of them" Azula bent down and brushed the the shorter girls lips with her own before pulling her into a hug "I feel bad about how I treated you" Azula whispered, her lips lingered on Ty Lee's ear.

The princess traced the outer rim of Ty Lee's ear with her tongue, and lowered her head to place several kisses on the contortionists neck. Ty Lee shivered with pleasure, her hands rubbing gentle circles on the other girls back and hips.

"Let's leave so I can make it up to you" after a moments hesitation the princess added "I want to make you feel so good you'll never look at another guy again."

Ty Lee didn't feel capable of speech as she allowed Azula to lead her outside. Once they had left the prying eyes of the party behind them she held back, stopping the princess mid stride.

They pulled together, drawn by an invisible force too intangible to name. Their kiss was light, all lips and little pressure. Then quickly becoming something eager and hungry to possess.

Hungry to devour and claim.

Azula's sharp teeth caught Ty Lee's lip a little too roughly and she moaned with delight.

Unable to wait any longer they lowered themselves onto the beach.

Under pale moonlight, the tones of a houseparty beating in the distance and frail voices carried on waves from far shores. Ty Lee experienced how deeply Azula wished to possess her, and she gave everything she could. And More.


	2. Aftermath

**A/N:** I was not planning to continue this story and I still don't I merely had this idea and I thought it fit better as a sort of Then what happened to the previous chapter than as a stand alone. Please enjoy.

**Chapter 2**

The palace has more ghosts than a haunted house on Avatar Day.

The ghost of past affections, the ghosts of greatness and power, and the ghost of a beard showing in the soft stubble of Avatar Aang's cheeks.

The boy is almost a man now, but only almost. His face holds all the quality of perpetual youth and his step is yet to find the dignified pace of his peers but seems hurried and playful as if always catching somewhere between the desire to dance instead of walk.

Today is a day unlike any other for today he gets to give the greatest gift of all, the power to bend the elements.

It is a day to mend scars that have remained pink and fresh, the long welts pulsing with self loathing, it is time for the shame to disappear and leave the skin behind white and smooth.

When the chambermaster gives him his cue he enters the throne room, with a dramatic flourish the Kyoshi warriors present their fans to him, a sign of respect for the Avatars power. One warrior is standing next to a kneeling form a position of honor chosen by the princess herself.

In the background the Firelord and his family sit on their low thrones, perfectly visible behind the shimmering linear fireplace. Keeping a respectful distance as tradition demands.

Aang's feet pick up a long stride through the alley of razor sharp fans until he is but a few arm lengths from the kneeling woman.

Her face is downturned but he would have pinned her as being Azula even if he did not know it beforehand.

"Azula of the Fire Nation. Have you repented your sins?" He asks her, trying desperately to sound as serious as the ceremony calls for.

"I have Avatar." She answers.

"And what have you learned?"

"That I am not a tool of war. The only conquest is mastery over the self. All else is fleeting but peace lives in the soul eternal."

Avatar Aang nods. "Certainly that is true. Tell me then, if peace is it's own goal then what is the purpose of bending?"

"To keep the balance of power between all things. I am a bender and without it I cannot be in balance."

The ghost of a smile play on his lips, Azula finally lifts her head and he can see the terror in her eyes.

The Avatar steps forward and his thumb press into Azula's forehead, his other hand gently placing itself on her chest. When he took her bending nearly ten years ago her insides had felt like being submerged into boiling water, now it feels like a cool stream. Aang wouldn't call it pleasant, for all Azula had been changing, she was certainly still not worthy of that description, but at least he doesn't detect the same feelings of hate and anger within her.

Her energy feels pliable in his hands like a coiled rope waiting to be unravelled, he reaches out and with a small tug at her energy the restraints on her bending is severed. Azula can feel the fire flood back in her mind. Cold and blue.

Her body shudder with the return of her bending and she is violently trembling as the emotions come hurrying back, she would have fallen if the nearby kyoshi warrior hadn't propped her up.

When Aang pulls away she whispers "Thank you." Before falling backwards into the warriors arms.

The woman smiles fondly at the woman and tightens her embrace, only then does Aang recognize Ty Lee.

Several others all clad in green and black surge forward to help her but Ty Lee waves them off. "I will take her to her room to rest… Thank you Aang."

The Avatar appears to be measuring her with his stare, his state made it easy for him to see the flow of energy and he feels how tightly the energies of these two women intertwine.

He places a single hand on Ty Lee's shoulder, squeezing. "She has suffered enough. She will need you now, do deal with the return of power, to keep her sane."

Ty Lee wrinkles her nose "To keep her docile you mean?"

"Is that so bad?" He looks at Azula's sunken form. "She struggles with her nature, Ty Lee. She needs guidance. The world is not like the one she grew up in and I fear she will never truly come to terms with it. You are her only hope at accepting it."

Ty Lee hoist Azula's sleeping form into her arms. Time has matured the warriors face but it has also seasoned her body until it is as hard as cedar wood. Since Ozai's fall there has been so little time for Ty Lee to let herself grow soft.

Azula have only come to truly appreciate her company these past few years, when time had shaved the brunt of the edges of defeat and dampened the sting of betrayal.

Now the girl is resting her head on Ty Lee's shoulder feeling whole again for the first time in ten years. The sharpness of Azula's features are so achingly familiar, her hair has been groomed and Ty Lee could die with the softness of it. The princess stir when they reach her chambers and she murmurs "I got my fire back Li Li."

Ty Lee kisses her forehead "Did you ever lose it princess?"

Azula chuckles and the fact she can even do that now without the sting of irony sends a flutter through the contortionists body.

She places Azula on her bed and tucks her in, wrapping up the action with another kiss to her forehead. She is about to leave when Azula says "Wait."

Azula looks dead tired but she forces open her eyes. "Please don't leave."

Ty Lee unfastens the buckles on her armor with practiced ease, before slipping into bed with the princess. The firebender nuzzles into her and within a few seconds the depth of her breathing tells Ty Lee she is sleeping.

Sleep does its best to claim her but Ty Lee's thoughts push against it insistently. Will Azula be the same when she wakes up? Does her forgiveness last now she is no longer powerless?

The warrior holds her princess closer.

It's night when the princess wakes up. Ty Lee held her for hours until restlessness overtook her. For the past hours the brunette has been slicing fruit and pitting cherries. Azula no longer expects anyone to do it for her but it brings joy to Ty Lee so she does it anyway.

Ty Lee is deftly slicing a mango into perfect wedges when the princess stirs. The slight elasticity of the flesh making it perfectly carvable and easy to manipulate, without knowing why she has cut the sweet flesh into wave patterns.

"You couldn't sleep?"

Ty Lee shakes her head, "No, I… I was afraid."

"Of me." It was not a question but Ty Lee feels compelled to answer. "For you. I was afraid that things will change now."

Azula got out of bed and walked confidently, hips swaying to the warrior. "It is the nature of fire to change things." She drew a caress from Ty Lee's ear to her chin, "But some things only become brighter when they burn."

Ty Lee's heart is thumping out of her chest. Azula brings her hand to her lips and claim the half carved wedge of fruit, the juice linger on the tips of Ty Lee's finger until the princess swipes her tongue across it.

"What trouble you go through to please me." Azula drawls. "There are things I so desperately wanted to show you, but I couldn't without my bending. I think you have waited long enough."

Princess Azula takes her hand and draws her to her feet. Ty Lee's body feels odd her muscles are taut with barely restrained desire and volatile like she is not sure what she might do in order to claim the princess as her own.

Her robe is thick and quilted, it hides the contours of the body and protects against heavy blows, yet she still feels the princess' touch through it like it was the purest silk. When it falls to the floor the wind takes her skin with force, her only source of heat becomes the girl in front of her, melting the ice on her skin, and the warmth of her core threatening to burn her up from inside.

"Lie on the bed" Azula asks, her tone isn't demanding but at the same time it does not leave much room for choice. Ty Lee complies, watching with interest as Azula closes the shutters.

With careful fluid motion the princess walks to Ty Lee, her silk kimono falling to the floor and leaving her naked.

Ty Lee feels a sliver of fear as the princess' hands crackle with flame then lightning. Cool and blue.

She kneels next to the bed, her hand travelling from Ty Lee's foot to her throat and back, long luxurious strokes without a hint of hesitation.

She lets her nails join in, they are duller now, nearly normal. A tinge of sharpness is all she feels when they pass the tender flesh of her chest and inner thing.

"Relax" She coos and Ty Lee does. Her eyes close and her mind hones in on those languid movements carefully moving up and down her body.

"There might be a sting, tell me if it is too strong."

Ty Lee can smell the faint scent of ozone that always accompanies Azula's lightning bending, when the girls hand begin crackling with energy her body jolts, anticipating more pain than she feels. Surprisingly she feels only pleasure, like her skin is crackling and bubbling, Azula's hands pass over her sex and she gasps.

"You like it."

"Yes." Ty Lee breathes. "Please… More. I want more."

On her next pass Azula begins stroking only at Ty Lee's inner thighs. The warrior automatically spreads her legs a little to give her more room and Azula can see the glistening of her folds. As soon as her fingers brush the wetness there the electricity spreads like wildfire, filling Ty Lee's sex with a pleasant stinging hum. She moans and draws a deep shuddering breath.

The princess smirks, she cannot help but allow her fingers to roam, circling Ty Lee's clit, pushing into her then drawing away until Ty Lee begs her not to stop.

The effort of keeping the bend going begins showing in the small beads of sweat that are dripping from Azula's forehead. Ty Lee is completely lost in rapture, her hand clenching at Azula painfully, her hips bucking, desperately trying to fuck herself on those teasing fingers.

Azula caves, allowing her fingers inside and appreciating how gratefully they are accepted. Her thumb stays near Ty Lee's clit. She does not need friction the hum of electricity is already pushing the warrior towards the edge.

Her fingers slide in and out in an infuriatingly slow rhythm, fighting against the desperate grip of Ty Lee's powerful inner muscles.

The princess cannot help but lean over the warrior and capture her lips. Ty Lee is too far gone to properly answer the kiss but it does not matter. She moans into Azula's mouth, pouring her need in there until Azula increases her pace, fucking Ty Lee with every ounce of strength she has left. The Warrior clamps her legs around Azula's hand, her moan as she comes is long and broken, it sounds like the sweetest music in Azula's ears. When it begins to die down Azula gives her bending one final push and the added electricity sends Ty Lee rolling into yet another beautiful orgasm, this one marked by breathlessness. Ty Lee feels as if she is drowning in pleasure, unable to draw breath, her muscles straining and flexing wildly from her groin to her chest.

Ty Lee isn't certain but she thinks she might have been in a horrible accident. Her body is cramping and prickling like every bit of it just fell asleep and forgot to take her with it. Parts of it she is sure is awake because she can tell it's pressed against Azula. Did she sleep after what happened? She must have because the last thing she remembers is Azula removing her fingers and whispering… oh.

"_I love you Ty Lee."_

Ty Lee's body now feels uncomfortably warm, saying I love yous or anything of the sort had always been a huge no no with Azula. Warm tears roll down her cheeks.

"You are crying." Azula murmurs into her chest, Ty Lee couldn't say how she knew but she did.

"Because I'm so happy."

"Why?"

Ty Lee wrapped her arms tightly around Azula. "Because I feel like I can finally see what you look like when you are whole."

"I had my bending when we were kids too."

"I know, but you were never whole back then." Ty Lee buried her face into Azula's hair. "I was always waiting for you, to become who I thought you were. Part of me had lost hope, but you gave it back to me. Thank you."

"Are you going to be this sappy everytime I bend during your orgasms because I can just not."

Ty Lee let out a choked laughter "Don't you dare."


End file.
